104           WITH AN IMMORTAL
" But  if  thou   needs  must  pull  the  well-worn
string,
Then do not in thy verse e'er dare to sing One line of that exasperating tale Whose frightful boredom makes my senses quail, That story dull of hopeless misery, The woes of Orpheus and Eurydice. I might forgive all else, but do this crime, And thou and I are strangers for all time. If thou knew everything . . . But, never mind! Old scandals are as vain as empty wind.
" There is nay law, the which thou must obey, If with me as my lover thou wouldst stray."
" I swear to do thy bidding," straight I cried. "And as for Orpheus' unhappy bride, That type of weeping wife, Eurydice, She is in hell.   There let her stay for me. Thy seal upon my lips!   Oh, joy divine To clasp Aoide, heavenly Muse, as mine!"
She stepped towards me, as a meteor bright, Young, lithe, and warm, a vision of delight. Anon she laughed and placed her fingers slender Upon my eyes, caress most sweet and tender, And on my lips I felt a touch as soft As if a bird its silken wing did waft. And then-----
A raucous cry the silence broke, And with a start and shudder, I awoke.